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HEART OF THE MOTHER LODE 

The name is misleading! Angel's Camp was so-called not for its virtue nor because 
it was very much like a paradise, but simply because a soldier named George Angel 
built a trading post on Calaveras Creek. As a matter of fact, Angel's Camp, in the 
heart of the Mother Lode country, roared and howled with a vigor and excitement 
equaled by few other mining camps of the day. 

Angel's Camp and the territory surrounding it was chock-full of gold. Although 
it had the usual supply of rundown' prospectors, it also claimed accidental gold dis- 
coveries of fantastic size. One hungry gentleman, out shooting quail for supper, hit 
a bird. While crawling in the brush to retrieve it, he fell upon the "Comstock Vein," 
from which he took thousands of dollars in just a few days. And it was a wild night 
in Angel's Camp when the "Calaveras Nugget" was found — a fifteen-inch lump of gold, 
weighing 161 pounds and worth £40,000! 

Such a flourishing settlement was fine game for bandits. Here Joaquin Murietta 
mowed down 19 men and laughed at the law. And here Black Bart plied his trade; 
with drawing room manners, he robbed 28 stages and left teasing little jingles in the 
empty Wells Fargo chests he victimized. (Continued on inside back cover.) 
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NOT A. MAM AS rou&H AS BUCK XOLLOi 
I'D SETTEE SET OUT ANP WARM 

A\ATT HANSON- AND QUICK.' , -^WH0'5 

MATT HANSON? 




f^MATT 15 THE /MAN WHO WAS CESPONSiSLE 
FOE BUCK'5 CAPTURE.' BUCK £W0EE TO 
SET .HIM FDE IT- IF EVEK HE SOT OUT.' 
SEME -MIND KEEPlN' AN EYE ON THW&S 
HERE IN TOWN FOR ME, TILL Z &ET BACK? 




Qthkt-s fac ewgush,mew/) 





HELLO, SOUS! WHAT .SEEMS TO 
BE THE TROUBLE, AtARSHAl T 



ffi THAT MOMZKT QH A1ATT HANSOM'S B-WCH... 



MATT, TM 'FEAID 1 SOT BAE> 
NEW5 FOE 'lOLi.' BUCK 
HOLLO'S OUT OF PRISC-M, 
AND BACK HEEE IW THE 
COUNTRY.' 




X WAS H0PIN6 THAT /MY BBWS IN PRISON -WI6HT 
BRINfi. YOU TWO TO YOuS 5EMSES.' SetUS AM 
OUTLAW ISN'T WHAT YOU THINK.' THERE'S 
ALWAYS SOMEONE OUT TO SET TDU /1ND 




f WHA.T.S So ruWMT, BUCK - ? ) 
JUST WAIT ^ \T" 




[DU'ELE WKOSiS.' THERE WAS SOMB BAD 
FESL/M' ON Ml' PAET A LONS VME *SO, 
SLIT THAT WAS SEF^EE X *iNEW WHY 
MATT TURNED 

' WHAT WAS THE 
SEASON, 51JCK." 




i was in Jail anp 

OVERHEARD SO,ME OF 
aucfs SAWS Plawwims 
TO kill HIM.' I FISUJPED 
THE ONLY WAV TO SAVE 
HIM 1VAS L-ET THE LAW 
<SET HIM FiEST... 
Mich they Dip/ 
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THAT'S WHY WE'RE USEE, THENeY? JACK? 
MATT/ MY TWC VJHV CMES I OUT T<7 GET ME? 
AEE ON THEIR WAT" OVEC ./ THAT'S A LAUSH.' 
HERE TD RLJW YOU OUT/ 7 MMAT Y0ii <S0MNA 
THEY WANT TO BE ,=s^k DO ABOUT "" 
-rou&ri MEW.' 




SST YOtlCSELF EEAPY, JACK..' WE'LL AVE MATT 
A LIC KIN' HE'LL NEVER F0E6ET, WOR 
INFOEMIN' ON WW/ 




SUCK HOLLO'S RAYIN' YDU OFF, LISTER/ 
IT WON'T SE HEALTHY FOE YOJ AEOJWD 
HEEE7 NOW SETUP/ 




HOW 6ET Y0UK BOOTS 
OFF— AND PRONTO.' 
T *AlD PROMT*?! 



NOW THE WAV TO ^ "lULl WOULDN'T P0 THAT. 
COMPLETE THE JOB \W£ CAN'T WAUC IN 
OF RUNMIN© .SOME- \TWS ROUS* C0UMTPY,' 
SOPV OUT OF THE 
COUMTEY IS TO /MAKE ,_ 
THEM WALK ...WITHOUT \_ \ £~ '■ H A CHANCB, 
THElf? BOOTS-' J^3T^^X MATT/ 
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The life of the prospector was often filled 
with heartbreak and disappointment. Claims ^ 
were stolen, claims petered out or, worst of all,' 
never found at all, after months of hard- 
ship and self-denial. Perhaps the hardest 
luck story of them all took place deep inside the 
Calico Mountains, where the once-roaring sil- 
ver town of Calico clings to the pink hillsides. 



Two prospectors, hearing o-f the fabulous ore 

pouring out of the great Silver King Mine in 

Calico, hurried to the rich hills, sure of finding 

even more silver. For twenty years, laboring 

with only shovel and pickax, they burrowed 

slowly through solid rock and hard clay, living 

all this while in a dugout inside the mine. The 

tunnel they dug went straight into the hillside 

but shortly before its end, for some completely 

mysterious reason, the miners veered to the left 

in their digging. In twenty years, they found 

nothing. Disgusted and weary, they went home. 



Not long after, another prospector came along 

and sank a shaft which was later to be called 

the "Glory Hole." It descended into the hillside 

right to the point where the previous prospectors 

had turned their tunnel to the left. Only a 

few days' digging in this "Glory Hole" uncovered 

silver, in chunks so pure they cut like butter. 

The discovery blossomed into the rich Maggie 

Mine, the "Glory Hole" alone producing $65,000 

in silver. If the miners who had toiled for twenty 

years had not changed the direction of their 

tunnel, they would have been the owners of one 

of the richest veins in the Calicoes. They had 

missed a fortune by a scant three feet of dirt! 




*the phantom 

BAMDn* 

EARLY ONE 

AFTERNOON. Roy 
ROSERS KfTUKNS 
FROM A SUSINESS 
TBPTO THE CITY.:. 
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^ t=f 1Y MINUTES LATEF... 

I Ttf£ EOg0£Eies HAVE ALL ra-LOW£P 

THE SAME PATTERN, eOY/THEY^ECOM- 
MITT£P fN PAYLI<SHT...Y£T WO VICTfM 

SEES OE -HEARS A.NYT-HIN/S UNTII 

WHAM"/...-HE<5ETS K.NOCKE*? COLC? 0Y 

A SLOW ON 

THE *EAP//HMM...TtfAT PAYLKSHT 





POSWOOR/ £T SEATS ANY OTHER 
/ KINP/ AFTER SEASONING, ITS -HARP I 
AS STEEL.' WITH A THIKTy-FIVF. 
POUNP PULL, THAT SLINS'LL FEE / 
A THREE-OUNCE LEAP SLUS A - 
IcOUPLE tiUNPREP yAEPS/ 



' is that wny you T rk>ht; now, lets 

P1CKEP THIS SHACK ,» SETTOTOWN/ i« 
FOR A «IP£-OUT? M. ANP KEEP QUE 
CAUSE ITS SO CLOSE \ EYES PEEt-EP FOE 
TO THOSE POSWCOPj ANOTHER EA5y WKK 
TgEESgj j, _ ,| / ^ \ J»1» LIKE THAT 
\C0WBOY' 



6* v dpi 




&P0W NietlTS l-ATEf?, ■A T THE 7UM&UN&-P &FIZSAP fl/SAIZ jZOY'S /Z-AA/C-tf 

(l i tic f as e ygu_ sure ■ "^|f^ JHHT positive/ seems -he lost flewt/ in ' 

H A SANK CRLASH yeAK-S AGO/ -HASN'T 




BUT AT THAT MOMENT... 



UNC.'LOOK/A 

. WE TO »DW /1W« OUT/ 





THAT OENeev 
COYOTE -HE 

PeLIgEKATELY 
AlMEP AT 
"I ©SEE/ 



I'LL TAKE CHANCES WITH MY &<IN...&IJT 
MOT WITH YOUKS, &OY/ LST'5 SET TO 
THE HOUSE ANI7 CHECK ON PEOSf/ 
WE'LL GET AFTER 
THOSE PIEPS COME J 
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_ NO SENSE > - 
e>OTHEeiN' &T-HER 
OF 'EM TONIgHT/ 
I'M NOT -HURT PAP,' 
AN' THOSE POLECATS 
PIPN'T SETANV- 
T+IINS.,.T-HAN^S 
TO YOU 




■HE'S TtfE jasper v/e 
TANSLEC WITH LAST 
NfSHT/l'M SUEE Or n 
WEMLfeTVE CUT CUE 
SI<5N TrilSMOKNl 
ANP... 





I t :: >~. 



OUP rockPscme jZ 
A\AKE/..WAT& SOLVOZSf 




-gv£N ANIMALS -HAL* AS $MAZTAS7gAT 
P-A/K KNOW WHBH A MANS /M T&OU3-IE/* 




I *.„Mfreiz osat tied trigger w the corral, 

•HE CAME 2>AcK..-"t 




"OfrTSA LOOKIN' rO/Z THE MSSSASS 
- - WITH fl/O LUCK, HB H5AP5D 
&ACK TO THB SHACK... 




*T#AT COZZAL WAS 
Ht&HSRWA CAT'S 
BACK , SUT THAT 
MEANT NQTH/N' 
TO Tgt<S&£fZ, 



IN EXACTLY THfETV T I'LL SHUT Tt-T COOK.' 
SECOND. I PULL, \ W& PON'T WANT 
TH'S TKfffeeP/AEe AMY WANPER.IN' 
YOLI ©0NNATALK? /COW-POK£ HEAKiN' 
A SHOT/ 
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0UT 8BP0&BA CAP WAS ShfAPPSP.A TORNAPO Qf= F>*<*£ SWBPT OUT Q'T+fMGtfT.. 




...AM' $£V£H -HUNPZEP POUNPS O' 

3LAMMBP THOSB -tiAgPCASEB 
'BAP OVSIZ TSAKGTTLB/" 





...AN' IP ONE OP YOU 

pat^ an eye till • 

YOU'f?e IN T-HE SHSKlFFS J 
OFFICE, I'LL SET 
MY PALS ON YOU 




* APTS/Z GM7 '-ANP P/ZlP WEZeiMJAiL., 
OLP 51L.V£fZ POUND HE STILL H AP A 
FgO&L£M. ' M 



LOOK AT THE ©OLP 
TWAT 0EE/ EECKON T-HE 
PLACE WffEEE I PICKBP 
IT UP WILLALWAVS £■£ 
TttE PESERTS SECfiET, 




MMRIBIH 




SHE CUT IT OFF ASOUT T VJHAT 
HEEE AND — HEY.' 
-THEEE'5 PAPER (NSlP; 
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SACK IN THE T15EES.' WE CMLY PRETENDED TO 
LEAVE TCNl&HT.' X FISUS'ED JCWIETHINS WAS 

UP WHEM YOU P.CKSD WEST FOE THAT TIE TPlCK, 
El&MT AFTEE PKE TiPPEC A1EOFF HE AND 
'.-.= 5A\$= S.P02 W£<H IN THE ceOWD/ <SFT 
THEiE- SUM5 , PIKE"/ 



1®S pik,e KEACHE5 FOR Dice'5 SUN, THE 
RAN£E RjPEB LUN(iE5 SlPEWiSE ... 




iWHILE, DICK AMD 

- ■■v.- 

-.A-TTER'5 £LJU 




i# tf^ 



^R WE'STLeJCK ST DiO 


TDENS THE TPKX.,, 


^4^e- 


Oly/ 


}• >^ ■■■■■■■ 
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' IN WHAT MONTH DO INDIANS 
*-C.UT WOOD FOR BOW STAVES ? 
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DID EARLY-PAy'? 
WARRIORS FAVOR THE MUZZL 
LOADING RIFLE OR BOW AND 
ARROWS ? 



WW IS THIS 
BIRD CALLEP, 
""BUTCHER BIRP? 
WHAT IS ITS 
REAL NAME? 



WHAT INDIANS ■ 

WERE CALLED *BAD LODGES Zi 




a^HiO S>NQWV ,,S390O1 GW2^ '3VMVN 
3HJ.NOM A3Hi 1VH1 3CVWA"iyOOd : 

OS 383AA S>J3113H$ HShO* >I3H16 ,, 
(3NV SfdIX "ai3Hl '5NVK3NI 3in 3HiQ f 

■ysvs MoniMao oooa\50<3 hijm ■■•■■: 

53AV3T OOOVaOi SNiXfW :XS 30V1a| , 

■'OOOVSOi NVIONI SI MOiNNI^lNNlMvi 

'S^HS SI 3t*JYN ■-■■ 

1V3HS1I /(3at9^3HDin9,3iAiVN 3HJ. : : 

. OWS SlHi aOd NOM SNKM-U NQdfly 

SWUOiA Si? 9Ni1VdWI dOHSVH SUJtJ; 

'/GSaVCh 9NI39 SVA\ 31JI*I 9NI0VO1 

'3nZZniAJ V 3HHM (33^ Id 39 dlfKD , 

SMO^i^V ANVW 'SMOSWONV 

:0 11V SI dVS 3Hi. : M3HM '(*8'3d) '"' 
: > '35330 3H1 dO N«U3S 3Hi * 
; ; MiNOlAl^, 3H1 Nl S3AY15 MOS "! 
dOOAN N33»jn3 SAVM1V SNVK 




F+HOW qulCKLY CAN A 
BEAVER FELL A TREE 
' FOUR INCHES THICK? 




.._ INDIAN 

TOMORROWS 

WEATHER By THE 

SMOKE FROM -HIS 

CAMPFIRE, 

* HOW DOES HE DO IT? 



— ^tt-_-J<~X"*-— I ' . 



= Va'MO S35ra3MOMS 
SHldlina 'GV3KV i)3ttlV3AA (3009 £1 

saaa a*ws 

3H± N3H , «;-U SMONM NVidNi 3HL© 
V j -i >!3JWv\ 

'Mi'AiNO nig 'saaivm aaimiod ni ■ ■ 
3AH ioN tiim aw ionnvd inont© 

/SS31 SO SHiTINIW 
XiN3«i Nl OM1 Nl 33J1L WNi-«U 

v.Siia i-rwain nv3 5I3WJ9 »3 

/30IM S31IW 
OOI <3NV SN01 S3WJ OSJ iOOSV 51 

5¥X31 NSS1S3.'.' ' ' •' :_ 30d-3ISVSU 

snowvj v'.-tssmsw. 

■NOiing NVigi-u w^ 



Amy jomes 

RETURNS 
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I CAN'T LET 
WILD 6ANS SET ME! 
HAVE TO BPEAK 
THCOUSH THEM J 




CUT HIM DOWNJ Y WOLD OM, MR. PITT ! ^-^ 
HE'S SONNA V WE'VE 60THIM! WE A 
CHA1?SE US! f[ OUST WANT OUf? MONEY/ 
^-— r—^^^ \l —NOT A KILLING j 
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"*■/ THAT BOV'S LEApiNSTO HIS DEATH I 

AND THE FAT MAN ACTUALLY / 

SEEM5 M4PPY ABOUT IT! 




r ZEKE.' WHAT'S 1 


EASY, PITT! I was just ■ 


TsiNCE WHEN DIDYOU 


■W^W-W-WELL, SINCE ^ 
5bT tme incident TODAY... 


! S01M6 ON HERE 7 / 


DOWN TO CHECK WITH VOU ■ 


STACT USING MY ^ 




WHEW THIS HOfflBSE JUMPS ] 
jME HE£E AT YOUR WINDOW.' I 


LSIDE DOOP, ZEKE ?^ 


-7 I DIDN'T THINK IT J 
■■V WISE TO SO IN gfl 
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The moonlight overshot the Mansion House 
porch, so I did not see the old-timer until 
I opened the door and light from the lobby 
cut through the shadows. He must have been 
dozing for he gave a little start, then squinted 
around the edge of his rocker. 

"Mr. Wilson!" he exclaimed. "I'm real glad 
to see you. When did you get back?" 

I shook his gnarled hand warmly. "About 
ten minutes ago — on Number 23. And I'm so 
tired, I'm going to hit the hay on the double." 

"Aw, come on an' set a spell with me," 
he pleaded. "We haven't had a gabfest in a 
month o' Sundays." 

Pulling up a chair, I sank into it and swung 
my feet up to the railing beside his. The 
mountains were silvered with "moonlight, and 
the air was clean and sweet with the scent 
of sagebrush. "It's certainly a glorious night," 
I said. 

"Sure is," drawled the old-timer. "Real 
romantical. Sorta makes me wish I was 
young again — 'bout the age Dave Bristol was 
when he met Maria." 

So he had another yarn to spin for me. 
Never too tired to listen to one of his stories, 
I reached for my pipe. The old-timer waited 
until I had lighted it. Then he aimed a long, 
lean forefinger at a high ridge silhouetted 
across the valley. 

"See that ridge? Well, if it hadn't been 
for a like one, Dave an' Maria might never 
o' got together. The ridge was west o' the 
Maddern spread an' was sorta like a 
dividin' line between the Caiifornios an' the 
Americanos. 

"When Dave Bristol came up from Texas, 
he went to work ridin' for Maddern. An' a 
few days later, while huntin' strays, he rode 
up to the top o' the ridge— an' near fell outa 



the saddle at what he saw on the other side. 
Thousands o'. acres of lush meadows with 
great herds o' livestock... .Vineyards an' 
orchards, heavy with fruit... An' a river 
shimmerin' through it all. Dave was sittin' 
there, admirin' the view, when he heard a 
female voice yellin' for help. 

"Dave went down that ridge lickety-split 
an' follered the yellin' till he spotted a gal 
tryin' to stay put on a runaway pinto. 
Gettin' that pinto under control was a cinch 
for Dave. 

"When he got a good look at the gal — 
well, he near fell outa his saddle again, she 
was so danged beautiful. She thanked him in 
English with a fascinaiin' Spanish accent, 
an' after tellin' him her name was Maria 
Juarez, invited him to the hacienda to meet 
her pa. Seems she was sure her pa would 
want to thank him, too. O' course, Dave went. 

"Maria was right. Don Luis Juarez was. so 
grateful to Dave for rescuin' his daughter, 
he wanted to reward him. Dave said he 
couldn't think o' takin' any money — but he 
sure admired fine horses. If Don Luis could 
use another* rider, he'd be right glad to 
hire on. That was okay with Don Luis so 
Dave rode back to Maddem's, quit that job, 
collected his belongin's, an' was back at 
the Juarez rancho afore sundown. 

"If Don Luis'd known Dave had fallen 
hook, line an' sinker for Maria, he'd never 
o' hired the lad. Dave realized this an' 
knew he'd have to watch his step. Courtin' 
the daughter of a proud an' wealthy Cali- 
fornia was a ticklish proposition — 'specially 
for an Americano. 

"For all Dave saw o' Maria in the weeks 
that follered, there might o' been a ten- 
foot wall around her. He -was beginnin' to 



get real discouraged when Miguel told him 
about Demonic" 

"Demonio?" I repeated. "That's Spanish 
for 'demon,' isn't it?".'. 

"Yep." the old-timer chuckled. "The big- 
gest, blackest an' om'riest jack mule that 
was ever possessed o' the devil himself! Don 
Luis had a whole slew o' those stubborn 
critters for doin' heavy work. But Demonio 
was so all-fired mean an' cussed, he wasn't 
good for anything—except providin' a' free 
show for the ranch hands when somebody 
tried to break him. They had to keep him 
corraled all by himself, 'cause he'd fight 
any critter that came near. 

"Well, every new hand who signed on 
with Don Luis, figured he'd be the one to 
conquer that four-footed fiend. But none of 
'em had done it up to the time Dave heard 
about him. Accordin' to Miguel, Don Luis 
would give a real handsome present to the 
hombre who'd even rope Demonio. 

"That night at supper, Dave announced he 
was plannin' to tackle that bitin', kickin' 
hard-tail. The other riders thought he was 
loco. But they couldn't talk him out o' it 
so, early next morn in', they headed for 
Demonio's out-corral an' lined up by the 
fence so as not to miss any o' the excite- 
ment. While Ihey were waitin' for Dave to 
show up, they got Demonio real riled by 
hollerin' an' shootin' off their guns. 

"They darned near died o' surprise an' 
curiosity when they spotted Dave ridin' 
toward 'em. He was wrapped up in a 
blanket! 

"Dave grinned at 'em an', dismountin', 
tossed off his wrappin'. What a roar went 
up! He was dressed from head to toe in 
skintight, long red underwear. An' he was 
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a tail made o' rope an' wire an' a 
bandanna neckerchief." The old-timer 
paused for a chuckle. 

"That sounds like mighty strange cloth- 
ing for a bronc — or mule-buster!" I laughed. 

"Right," the old-timer said with another 
chortle. "Nobody could savvy what the idea 
was till Dave crawled through the fence an', 
belle rin' like a bull, ran straight for De- 
monio. Then they got .it. Dave was makin' 
out like he was another animal. 

"Dave's bellerin' scared that jack-mule 
so bad, he almost _folded up then an' there. 
But he got over it an' started snortin' an' 
pawin' — but backin' up while doin' same. 

"By this time, Don Luis an' Maria had 
heard what was goin' on. So they rode out 
to see how Dave was doin'. Maria was real 
embarrassed when she saw his get-up, but 
she wouldn't let her pa talk her out o' stayin' 
to watch. 

"Pretty soon, Demonio's curiosity got the. 
better o' his fear. An' when Dave dropped 
to the ground, pretendin' he was . a dyin' 
critter, that dratted mule eased up kind of 
close like he wanted a good look. At that, 
the ringsiders hollered. An' I reckon this 
riled Demonio 'cause he charged — an' Dave 
jumped over the fence just in the nick o' 
time to keep from gettin' trampled. 

"Now Dave forked his horse an', real 
bold-like, went back into the pasture. An' 
the war— as you might say — was on! 

"Demonio charged like fury. Dave's horse 
bucked. Demonio bellered. Dave's horse 
squealed with fear. An' Dave — well, he jest 
kept tryin' to get his rope over that mule's 
neck. 

"He finally made it, only to have Demonio 
race off to a marshy corner an' plant hisself 
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smack-dab in the middle o' the mud. Dave 
pulled hard on the rope — an' he kept pullin' 
till Demonio got mad enough to come after 
him again. 

"This time, Demonio really lived up to 
his name. He took after Dave like one o' 
the Furies. He was practically breathin' fire 
an' brimstone. 

"Even the fence didn't stop, him when 
Dave an' his horse jumped it. He plowed 
right through it, scatterin' the onlookers 
like they were tumble weeds in a high 
wind. 

"Demonio high-tailed it after Dave clear 
to the ranch yard, where Dave had taken 
care to leave open the gate of a small corral. 
Followin' along behind— but at a safe dis- 
tance — came the Don an' Maria an' the boys." 

I ventured an interruption. "Dave still had 
his rope on Demonio, didn't he?" 

The old-timer nodded. "At the end o' his 
rope. The other end was dallied tight to the 
pommel. But that mule was so concerned 
with tryin' to get Dave, he didn't pay the 
rope no mind. Not even when Dave raced 
past the smibbin' post, whipped around it 
fast, an' pulled the rope taut. That consamed, 
stupid mule kept right on goin', cut across 
the rope — an' plop! He went down like a 
ton a' bricks. 

"Dave didn't waste any time. He made a 
flyiri' leap out o' the saddle an' hogtied 
that hard-tail's flailin' feet — all four of 'em! 
Wasn't anything Demonio could do but give 



"The cheerin' could o' been heard clear 
to Frisco when Dave put his left foot on 
Demonio 's heavin' flanks an' raised his right 
hand in the air— like one o' them conguerin' 
gladiators. Then Dave walked out o' the 
corral an' over to Don Luis. 

" 'You are a brave and clever man, Senor 
Bristol,' said the Don, 

"Dave grinned. 'Brave an' clever enough 
to be approved as a suitor for your daugh- 
ter's hand?' He was real careful to pick for- 
mal language like the Don used. 

"Don Luis smiled. 'Si, senor— if Maria is 
willing." 

"And was she?" I prompted. 

The old-timer laughed. "She'd been willin' 
from the first time she'd seen him. Twas 
love at first sight for her, too." He reached 
in his vest pocket and took out a small flat 
case. Snapping it open, he handed it to me. 
"Do you blame Dave for fallin' in love 
with her?" 

By the light of a flickering match, I 
stared at the tiny, hand-painted miniature 
of a lovely, young girl. "Is this Maria 
Juarez?" 

The old-timer nodded. 

''But how do you happen to have her pic- 
ture?" I asked. 

" 'Cause I'm a sentimental old codger," 
he replied softly. "Y'see, Mr. Wilson, Maria 
Juarez Bristol was my great-grandmother." 
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grATS/?, IN CLEAR WELLS. AFTB/Z 0IUL 
LEAVES SHERIFF 1 GOfZPON. 




f"/ NOW, IBTT'S GET -^ 
"(ACQUAlNTep, MISTER! 
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Tl/C/t/TUKN T SAVIN' YOUR NBCtC.VOU 
M£ LOOSE/ / JP/OT/...YOP'Ke <?OIN' 
WHAT JN \ OFF IF I HAVE TO THROW 
BLAZES.AKE ) r; — 7 YOU OFF.' 

you poin? / 




AS 8lLLCOME$ TO 

thbsuspacs... 
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»AV, that's kisht/ 

...PUT WHY WOULP 
ONE OF T«EW 
WANT TO tfEEP 
U<5 fROM BKING- 
IN<5 UP THE &OX? 




9-PUT...1 COUi-PA 
©WOEN 1 f-lNl!" ' " 
'£M/ WHAT'LU 




The RED MAN'S 
CALENDAR 



mi* 




Sweet Lodge Day. The Ojib- 

way Indians gather maple 
syrup and make sugar can- 
dies for all the villagers. 

fj>unded the 

uois in 1570. 

roved so ef- 

years later, 

;in advised 

pattern 




itself after the" League. 
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FEBRUARY " 
Hungry Moon 
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10 
17 
24 
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The Great Seminole wars 
ended in 1837. 



The ;Chippewa9 'began "their 
first- Spring buffalo hunt 
each year on this day. 



; Sealing ths.yccst Day 




APRIL 


: ©MSB Moon 
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Thirty-two years ago, the 
American Indians received 
their United States citizen- 
ship. 



Green Grass Day. The Sho- 
shone Indians perform 
their annual May dance. 





The Sioux and Cheyenne 
tribes won the battle of the 
Little Big Horn in 1876.. 



w Annui 

Assin: 




Annual Cherokee pageant 
honoring Sequoyah, founder 
of the Cherokee alphabet. 



Festival 'of the Sea Goddess. 

The Indians of the Pacific 
Northwest pay tribute to 
the sea -for blessing them 
with' food throughout the 






Cornhusking Day. Cele- 
brated by several South- 
western tribes. 



The Chinook Asking Fes- 
tival. 



Thanksgiving Day. 



Hopi Winter' Ceremony in 
which the villagers bid fare- 
well to Autumn as they wel- 
come the«j|k Winter. 





Christmas Day. 



336th anniversary of the 
landing of the Pilgrim 
Fathers. 



COUP 
COUNTING 

£//£W£/yex wopp"coi/p" 

M£ANSA SLOW WTNf/sr 
op M/£AfVN. TO Ttf£ PLAINS 
/NO/AN /r MEANT A P£££> 
OP PTPSONAL SFAVEFY. 
me COOPS N£ COUNTED 
G£r£f?M/N£P N/S PANK 
A? A W4/?/?/0ff ANP N/S 
SOC/AL STANDING. TNE 

coop was rNSMOsr 
/MPOfr/iA/r fAcrae 

MN/S £/££: 




llHE COUP WHICH BROUGHT THE GREATEST HONOR AND ACCLAIM 
WAS THE STRIKING OF AM ARMED ENEMY WITH THE HAND OR WITH 
THE SPECIAL "COUP STICK." IT WAS CONSIDERED A MUCH 
BRAVER DEED THAN KILLING.' 




J&FTER THE INTRODUCTION OFTHE RIFLE, 
STRIKING AN ENEMY WITH THE HAND WAS A 
DEADLY RISK, AND THE VALUE OF SUCH A 
COUP INCREASED TREMENDOUSLY. 




Sb ENTER A HOSTILE CAMP AND TOUCH AN 
ENEMY WITH THE HAND WAS A COUP 
ONLY SLIGHTLY LESS VALUABLE' THAN 
i COUP EARNED IN BATTLE . 




Thievery was almost unknown amows Indians, with one exception... 
the theft of enemy horses! horse -stealing from enemies was in the i 
«ture ofadarins game, a challenge and an insult! because ofthb 
seeat risk. the successful horse thief counted a valuable coup. 1 




1The thirst for individual coups often cost the Indians victory in bjg battles ! warriors 
attacked siwglehanded, refusing to act jointly, with victory in sight, many who hap 
counted coups would" leave the battle, anxious to return to the village to start the victor)- 
dance and "count coup£'...tuat is, shout the story oftheip personal sravery before the tribe 




The man who downed an enemy with arrow 
or gun earned a coup of lesser value 
than the man who first touched a fallen 
enemy ! officially, the first two to 
touch him counted coups. 




j&T THE VICTORY DANCES, A WARRIOE WHO. HAD 
COUNTED COUPS WOULD RUSH INTO THE CIKLE 
AND SHOUT THE STORY OF HIS DEEDS, AMID THE 
DEAFENING APPLAUSE OF YELLS, GOURD RATTLES, 
DRUMS AND SHOUTS . 




Coups were officially counted when attested 
by witnesses . if there were no witnesses, the ' 
claimant swore a solemn oath. lying about 
a coup was punishable sy death i 



.*— l "- 5 - k 




Each coup entitled its owner to a 
special feather in his bonnet. some 
warriors had so many that the tail 
of the bonnet swept the ground. other 
feathers w£t?e displayed on a lance. 




TEATWERS WERE MERELY DECORATIVE" , 
UNLESS THEY CARRIED THE MARKS WHICH 
IDENTIFIED THEM AS "COUP F£AW£#S '! . JUS. 
EQUIVALENT OF WHITE MENS' MEDALS. 
COUP FEATHERS WERE EITHER NOTCHED, OR 
HAD SMALL PLUMES ATTACHED TO THEM. 



The owner of many coups was severed as a 
great fi6hter.and was eagerly followed on raids, 
he often became the leader of a fraternal 
society within the tribe, or the war chief of 
the whole trise. 




T 3 HAVE A GREAT WARRIOR NAME A CHILP 
OR PIERCE ITS EARS FOR EARRINGS WAS 
THOUGHT TO SE VERY LUCKY, THE WARRIOR 

RECEIVED GIFTS OF SREAT VALUE FOR 

SUCH SERVICES... 



ME WAS CONSIDERED TO HAVE VERY GOOD "MED/dME." 
HE SOLD REPLICAS OF HIS MEDICINE SUNDLE FOR 
HIGH FEES IN PONIES, GUNS AND BLANKETS. 




ONTENTS OF MEDICINE SUNDLE : MBD/C/ASE'Sr/CK, 

CcmeMs 4mp peesawt symbols! mmatu#£ 

CL0TU/M3 AND W0APOHS, P/eC£ OF FAWU/DB CGOOD 
L(/CK ///J/t/A/r//VG) SWALLOW SAT/M( FOS? SW/FT- 
A/FSS) ACTUAL A1£D/C/A/£ (tJF&BS, F7C: J 




CROUPS WERE ADVERTISED IN MANY WAYS, SUCH AS 
PICTURES PAINTED ON SHIELDS AND LODSE5. THIS 
RAINTED BUFFALO HIDE DEPICTS WAR EPISODES 
WHICH COUNTED COUPS FOR A DAKOTA BRAVE. 




T^E OWNER OFA COUP COULD SELL IT OIF 
6IVE ITTO A FRIENP, WHO THEREAFTER 
"COUNTED" THE COUP AS HIS OWN. (T 
BROU6HT HIM AS MUCH HONOR AS THOUSH 
HE HAD EARNED IT HIMSELF. 




ffAMOUS COUPS ARE NOT FORGOTTEN i 
ON THE RESERVATIONS, IN MOUNTAINS, 
PLAINS AND DESERT.. .IN TRIBAL 
GATHERINGS, A PROUD RACE STILL SINGS 
THE GLORY OF DEEDS SUCH AS THESE. 



Kn ARIZONA, A RANCHER BUILT A HIGH 5T0NE-WALLED 
CORRAL WITH AN IRON-BOUND SATE, TO PROTECT HIS 
HORSES FROM RA1DINS INDIANS. FIVE APACHES CLIMBED 
THE WALL LATE AT NIGHT AND MOUNTING THE BEST HORSES 
CALMLY WAITED UNTIL THE GATE WAS UNLOCKED IN 
THE MORNINS. THEN THEY CHARGED PAST THE 
SURPRISED RANCHER AND ESCAPED I 




A KIOWA WARRIOR STEOLLED INTO A RESTING 
WAR PARTY OP UTES. WITH A FRIEND WATCHING, 
HE TOUCHED ALL TWENTY-SEVEN UTS BRAVES 
AND ESCAPED UNDETECTED! HE COUNTED 
TWENTY-SEVEN COUPS! 



JJilST BEFORE THE BATTLE OF THE LITTLE BIG 
HORN, FOUR CHEYENNE WARRIORS RECKLESSLY 
CHARGED GENERAL CUSTER'S ENTIRE COLUMN. 
THE AUDACITY OF THEIR ATTACK SURPRISED 
THE CAVALRY AND GAVE CHIEF CRAZY HORSE 
TIME TO OUTFLANK THE TROOPERS . 




i^/l-ANV WARK10R5 EARNEO THE HIGHEST COUPS, OR DIED TEYIN8, SV 
-:■ rREAT IN BATTLE '■ THE REMOVAL OF THEIR MOCCASINS 
JD FOE THAT THEY WOULD NOT MOVE FRQM THE CHOSEN 
SPOT, NO MATTER WHAT THE ODDS WERE AGAINST HIM I 



•THAT'.* EISHT, MARSHAL 
AND THE MIMEES AEE 
PLUMB S\CK OF IT.' THE" 1 ! 
TOOK OFF AFTEE 
HOMBZE : 



VJELL, CAN'T iAV AS X SLAME" THEM.' IF AENOLD 

''AS TO CL05E DOWN THE WINE FOE LACK OF 

UNP5, THEY'LL BE OUT OF JOBS; 
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PLENTY OF PUCES 
IN THESE W0OBS 
?oe A HiPE-OUT, 
BUT J WAVEM'T 
SEEN AMY TRACKS 
Y£T.' SAT WHAT'S 
THAT 




AVJ, I PUMNC' I STILL 
TH/N< YOU'RE JUMRM' 
THE 6UM.' WE COULD 
HAMS AEOUMJ) AMD 
PULL ANOTHER JOS.' 





HEEE'J THE MAIM TKWL/ MOW^ ( THEY'RE HEADlMS SOUTH TOWAZD 1 

WE CAN MMCE BETTER TIME/ J ' I THE BOCOEE — WOT TOWARD TOWMSl 




LOOfc.SUD.' WE'RE i^ 
IN MO MOOT> FDR 
TOOL ZEMMZK&f- 
ALL WE WANT YOLl 
TO DO IS LSAD US 
TO THE" STOLEAJ 7 
MONEY/ 







( LAT=e. 
- - V BRIMS 


EI&MT NOW, I'VE iSOT TO \ 
SACK A COUPLE OF CROOKS! J- 
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CX' U. TEACH V0U IT POESN'T PAY V 
TO FOOi. WITH TOM ^S^^Yl 




(TO 



vDlW FOE THE \ 
j'T LYING-' J - 

— v - 



^fi?HEN THE MlNEPJ STOP SHOOTIH&, SEX BEA.LIZE5 
THEY KNOW THE teUTW AMD DEDP.S SACK... 



SHOOT AT TED.' KEEP HW PlWNED 
COWM-Jfd I CAW SET CLOSE EUOUSH 
TO CL\Mb OMTO THE STA&S! 




'zozzf, M2. Allen.' we mad Yi thjmk toltll fmd ] 

VOU fES&ED .weOMG.' THAT wHW YOU'S?E LOOKIW6 




STATEMENT REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF AU- 
GUST 24. 1912. AS AMENDED BY THE ACTS 
OF MARCH 3, 1933. AND JULY 2. 1946 (Title 
39. United States Code, Section 233) SHOWING 
THE OWNERSHIP. MANAGEMENT, AND 
CIRCULATION OF .Western Roundup pub- 
lished quarterly at New York, N. Y., for October 
I, 1955. 

1. The names mid addresses of the publisher, edi- 
tor, managing editor,- and business managers are: 
Publisher, George T. Delacorte. Jr., 261 Fifth Ave- 
nue, New York 16,*I. Y.: Editor. Helen Meyer. 261 
Fifth Avenue, New York 161 N. Y.; Managing editor. 
None: Business manager. Helen Meyer, 261 Fifth 
Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 

2. The owner is: Dell Publishing Company. Inc., 
261 Fifth Avenue. New York 16, N. Y.; George T. 
Delacorte. jr., 261 Fifth Avenue. New York 16, St. Y.: 
Margarita Delacorte. 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 
16, N. Y. 

3..The known bondholders, mortgagees, and 



other security holders owning or holding 1 per cent 
or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or 

4. Paragraphs 2 and 3 include, in cases where the 
stockholder or security holder appears upon the 
books of the company as trustee or in any other 
fiduciary rela'tion. the name of the person or corpora- 
lion for whom such trustee is acting: also the .state- 
ments in the two paragraphs show the affiant's full 
knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and 
conditions under which stockholders and security 
holders who do not appear upon the books of the 
company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a 
capacity other than that of a bona fide owner. 

(Signed) HELEN MEYER 
Business Manager 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 19th day 
of September, 1955. 

JOHN C. WEBER 
(Seal) (My Commission Expires March 30, 1956) 




FORT FIZZLE 



The troops iioed nervously behind the barricades. They 
watched the forest, anxious and ready — and waited. 




In the summer of 1877, white settlements throughout the" west- 
ern Montana border region received startling news which 
swept amongst the valley settlers like a prairie fire. Joseph, famed 
chief of the Nez Perce Indians, and his tribe had left Idaho and 
. were invading Montana. 

Unrest and anxiety ran high in this frontier area. The Custer 
Massacre, only a scant year earlier, was still fresh in the minds 
of most settlers, and fears of further Indian uprisings were con- 
stantly present. 

In Idaho, the Nez Perce reservation boundaries had been 
sharply reduced in the past few years, and government agencies 
were unable .to supply the tribe with sufficient goods and food: 
Amidst widespread grumbling and several small outbreaks over 
unsatisfactory conditions, Chief Joseph took his band on a hunt 
. to add to the meager rations on hand. 

f ■ The Nez Perces had made buffalo hunting expeditions to 
Montana for many years, but at-this tense time, the white settlers 
feared that there would be attacks, and the army was summoned. 

Troops marched immediately to Lolo Canyon to intercept 
Joseph. Barricades were thrown up, and soldiers took positions 
for battle. The ensuing wait was nerve-wracking. They knew 
Joseph was coming down the canyon ... the quiet of the forest 
might be split at any second by arrows, gunfire and warwhoops. 
But nothing happened. 

Scouts of the wily Joseph's band had long since relayed to 
him the news of troops, and the clever chief had quietly turned 
his group into a side canyon, crossed to the adjoining valley and 
leisurely marched, south toward Yellowstone Park. The army at 
--"Fort .Fizzle" was left waiting and watching! 



Quewief tie, West 

DALE EVAN 





wayse you're talkin' about the 
ward kane we knew two yetajes 
aso-' you sotta apmlt hesactep j 
mi&hty mysterious the few 
times he's come back to his 
sjanch since them/ " 




THAT'S WHAT I WA5 
TH1NK.INS.' PAT, X 
WONDER IF LEAENIN.S 
WHAT'S HAPPENED 
FROM FRIEND5 AlIiSHf 
BE EASIER ON HIM ' 



F -VH| 

IT SURE WON'T BE ^ 
EASIER ON US BUT 
SOMESoPY'S 60T TC» 
TELL HIM.'— I'LL 
/UEET YOU AT THE 
STATION INrtiE MOmH'/ 



SOY, THE RANCH MUST REALLY BE BUST 
TO KEEP HIM FROM MY (SEADiJATIOM. 
AND FCOM MEET/MS ME TODAY/ BUT 
THERE'S ONE THNV16 HE'S S01N& TO 
TAKE TIME TO DO/— HE'S £OIN(S TO 
NAIL THIS IN FEONT0FTHE HOUSE 1 / j 




^ECONPS AFT£I? PALE AMD PAT PIPE AWAY . 



COME CM.' WE'D BETTER. N 
TELL THE SOSS ASOUT 
fALKlM' TO THOSE 

ridees vjro oust 
: sack: iz>wai?d tou/aj! 





WMlTt'S NO THIEF.' HE'S SEEN WOEKIMG. WITH AM 
OUTLAW SAN6 A£ AN UNDERCOVER ASENT FOR 
THE U.S. MARSHAL'S OFFICE.' IT' J NOT THE WiKST 




ANP, PALE ... THAT OPE\l KNIFE WU FOJNE "J 
IN THE BANK WAS THE SI&NAL I WAS 
WAiTtNS FOB.' IT /MEANT WARP PLANNED/ 
TO ©SAB THE .STOLEN MONEY AND USE 

IT TO L"U£E THOSE OUTLAWS INTO A SUN j 

TKAP WE'D -SET.' 




j&T THIS NEWS,-- PAt.fi UBAP5 UPOti 
BUTTERMILK," HORNS IT'S HOT TOCi 
LATE tC CATCH APAM... 




TON'T VWBRV ABOUT HITTING HIS 1 WSUSN l~ 
THUMB, WARD.' W£'VET SOT A / PALE, CllT 

VOC-TOK WHO MISMT CONSlPER A"WAT OUT.' 

ANOTHER PATIENT/ 




77ie Dell Trademark is, and always 
has been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. Thai's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can he surf it contains only good 

/tin."OELL COMICS ARE COOD COMICS" 
is our only credo and constant goal. 
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Angel's Camp played to the hilt its part as a 
center of California legend and history. Like a 
magnet, it drew adventurers of all sorts — French 
farmers, Yankee tradesmen, doctors, lawyers 
".^and writers. Among the last was young Mark 
■■iLTwain, fresh from the Mississippi River steam- 
v boats. As a gold miner, he never did 
a pan of gravel, but he was a salty do 
in the Hotel Angel and soaking up cotlee and 
tail tales. 

• Yet Angel's Camp remembers him kindly and 
throws a big festival each year in memory of 
Twain and the Gold Rush. The celebration is 
maxed by the Jumping Frog Contest, honoring 
. Mark Twain's story of "The Celebrated Jump- 
ing Frog of Calaveras County." This was a tale 
a bet between two strangers, each of whom 
wagered that his pet frog could jump farther 
than the other's. The contest went on — sadly 
enough, one of the contestants was not as honest 
3 he might have been and he stuffed his oppo- 
ent's frog full of buckshot. Needless to say, 
the loaded frog and bis owner lost, but Mark 
Twain had a story that spread his fame across 
the world. 



